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66                   MY CHILDHOOD

Sometimes Tsiganok did not return till midday.
My uncles and grandfather hurried out to the yard to
meet him, and grandmother ambled after them like a
bear, taking snuff with a determined air, because it was
her hour for taking it. The children ran out, and the
joyful unloading of the sledge began. It was full of
pork, dead birds, and joints of all kinds of meat.

"Have you bought all we told you to?" asked
grandfather, probing the load with a sidelong glance
of his sharp eyes.

"Yes, it is all right," answered Ivan gaily, as he
jumped about the yard, and slapped his mittened hands;
together, to warm himself.

"Don't wear your mittens out. They cost money,"
said grandfather sternly. "Have you any change?"

"No."

Grandfather walked quietly round the load and said

in a low tone:

"Again you have bought too much. However, you
can't do it without money, can you? I'll have no
more of this." And he strode away scowling.            j

My uncles joyfully set to work on the load, whistling
as they balanced bird, fish, goose-giblets, calves' feet,;
and enormous pieces of meat on their hands.

"Well, that was soon unloaded!" they cried with
loud approval.

Uncle Michael especially was in raptures, jumpinge he put himself in the way of
